H. W. Longfellow

'She leaves these objects to a slow decay.
That what we are, and have been, may be known;
But at the coming of the milder day                         175

These monuments shall all be overgrown.

'One lesson, Shepherd, let us two divide.

Taught both by what she shows, and what conceals:

Never to blend our pleasure or our pride

'With sorrow of the meanest thing that feels/               180

W. WORDSWORTH

THE SOX OF THE EVENING STAR
You shall hear a tale of wonder.
Hear the story of Osseo,
Son of the Evening Star, Osseo!
Once, in days no more remembered,
Ages nearer the beginning,                                5
When the heavens were closer to us,
And the Gods were more familiar,
In the North-land lived a hunter,
With ten young and comely daughters,
Tall and lithe as wands of willow;                    10
Only Oweenee, the youngest,
She the wilful and the wayward,
She the silent, dreamy maiden,
Was the fairest of the sisters.
All these women married warriors,                15
Married brave and haughty husbands;
Only Oweenee, the youngest,
Laughed and flouted all her lovers,